The Paſsionate Lover! 


To the Tune of I Lou d thee once Ile loue no more. 


A* I ſafe in a pleaſant ſhade, 
vnder the arch of a thick G2one, 
Where Nature had an Arvourmade, 
did begin to thinke of Lone ; 
Me thought it was a peeuiſh toy, 
Becauſe Lones Cod was but a Bop, 
and derpely vowd that in my bꝛeaſt 


ſach bzaineles phꝛenſtes ſhould not reſt. 


As I thus thought, there paſſed by 


one ſcemd a Doddeſſe, vet a Creature, 


Who did tranſpire me with her epe, 


and wound me with her heauenlp feature: 2 | 


TWyheart the did ſo deepely wound, 

That J cell ſenceles fo the ground, 
and was of ſences quite bereand, 
till with her hand J vp was hraud. 


But her ſofthand, dinner touch 
was cauſe of greater miſerie, 
The ver tue of her hand was ſuch, 
that it pierſt de per then her eye, 
Her fingers are thoſe veuomd darts 
By which ſhe pierceth tender hearts: 
her eves be ſhafts, and if the apme 
the doth the marke oz kill, oz mapme. 


I gad fo long bpon her eyes, 
that 4 was taken in a ſnare, 
And made her captiue, and her pꝛize, 
vound in the treſles ofhcr hapre: 
As J vpon yr beantie gaze, 
Pp erring thoughtes are in a maze, 
whereas they wander round about, 
aut can. t find a paſſage ont. 
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6] ;«%, FI thought the was the ſoneraine cure 

bar; to ſalue this heart ſick maladie, 
GBecaute the did the wound procure, 
J thought che would be remedie: 


| I But the bnkind denied releife, 


Like a bad Surgeon laucht mp greife, 


and lelt it not as twas befoze,, 
but cared leſſe, and wounded moze, 


The moe J lokf, the woꝛle my heart. 
the moze J grieue, the leſle ſhe cares, 


and ſhe doth laugh when J Hed teares: 
| This is not Balſame foz my ſoze, 
e Ithelpes it leſſe, and paines it moss, 


8 and the may know if the be wiſe 
8 I can't be curde by contraries. 
A A Beauties likea blaſing light, 

-t thatſimple foles doe flock vnto, 
72 A ke ſilly Flpes to that by night. 

— till they themſeines doe quite vndoe, 
(1x7 For while they dally with the Cosch, 
Full They pꝛeſently themſelues doe fcozch, 
3. then lone they fall, as ſone they dye, 
oy oh that J were not ſuch a Flp. 

\ 
FLU J thought in Lone were only top, 
| continuall truce, and neuer war, 
x ; But now I ſee nought but annoy, 
feares and diſpaires the otſpzinger: 
RO Some Men perchance doe Punny finde, 
It that they meet with ons that's kind, 
Q © but 3 haue found that in this Be 
BJ there is noſweet, but ing foz me- 


The moze ſhe (miles, the woꝛſe my ſmart, 
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The Second Part. 


To the ſame Tune. 


. 


q he was the white at which 4 thot, Why mould dame nature makeſuch faces, 
but ayming wide J could not hit her | and ſo adozne fheſe heauenly creatures: 
Scoznes and dildaines was all 4 got, When they doe want thoſe milder graces, 


the was fo cop, I could not get her: That doe adde grace vnto their features 
But as io2 her, the thof ſo right | Like to the Dyrens they allure: 

That none her arrowes hinder might, that no man can their Charmes indurs, 
She is ſo (kilfnll and ſo quick. And in the lokes where grace ſhould ly: 
That if hz ſhots ſhe hits the-prick, j\ Charpe frownes ũts in and puts grace by 

Unhavpy I that face to view J thought in that ſoft Satin ſkin, 
whoſe enery loke ſhotes death at me, | which being toucht doth ſ;eme fo melt, 


Whaſeenery glance doth greiue renew, And in that bꝛeſt which tempts to ünne: 
aͤnd adde degrees to miſerie: | and rauiſh men when it is kealt, 

Then let thoſe eyes in darkneſſe languiſh, There had not berne ſo hard a hart; 
that were my Conduit's to this anguilh, ſinte ſoktnes was in euerp part, 


And let the Curtaines of ſad night, Oh why ſhould Nature make a Jewell, 
Debartiemotf the top of light. | to beſo Lonely and (9 Cruell: | 
O thꝛiſe unhappp J to goe, The burning fever of kond loue, 
vnto the groue where ſh& was ſene, hath now coꝛrupted euery part: 
It was the cauſe of all mp woe: Dylegges to weake can Hardly mone; 
J wilh that there J bad not biene, and loue hath feſtered to my heart, 


Then let my legges waxe dy x wither, Pp ſinewes ſhrirke my hart-firings ake, 


that were my pozters bꝛought me hither | Dy pulſes leape my ioynts doe hake: 


And iet them fall ano broken lye, And euery limbe and eueryſente, ; 


like pillars by times inturie is plagued foz my epes offence. 


When that J heard the fatall voice, | Then let my ſoule poſt hence away, 


thatſheptononnc't againſt my bliſle: | And with \wiff flight from — 
Dp heart foz very anguiſh ſtird, | Why ſhould it with mee longer ay: 
and ready was pale death to kiſſe, in ſuch a rotten mauſton; 3 


It her leaſt woꝛd can dor ſuch wronge: O Let it take the laſt farewell, 
why was ſhe bozne with ſuch a tongue, in ſuch a houſe no longer dwell, 

Aud J. to heanens will putthis ſuite, | while J foz grife would farther ſpeake, 
that 4 were deafe oz ſhe were mute, | myſouleflyes out my heart arinas bze k 


